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SPEARMAN
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SYNOPSIS.

Muwray Sinclalr and his gang of wreek-
e wer+ called out to clear the rallroad
rmckn at Emoky Creei McCloud, a
Jiumg oad superintendent, caught Sin-
€lalr and his men in the act of looting
Ahe wioecked train. Sinclalr pleaded in-
nocenrd, dolaring It oniy amounted to &
emall sum—a traat for toe men. MeClood
discharged the whale outfit_and ordered
the wreckage burned. MeCloud became
soquadnted with Dicks's Dunning, o girl
of he west, who tame to lsok mt the
:I.r:ch %!:hn\'cn}lm A Hienss ;ﬁ!c;lr Shlmd-

| A pering” Gordun th tol
Preaident Bucks of tha rullroad, of Me-
Cloud's brave Nght against s gang of
craged mingrs and thai was the reason
for the superintendent's appointment to
his high office. MeCloud arvanged to
board at the boarding houss of Mra. Pin-

Ialr, the ex-foreman's desorted wife.

chaje Dunning was the daughter of the
late Hichard Durm!nr‘ who had died of o
broken heart shortly after his  wile's
demiss, which aecurred afler one year of
married life. Binclair visited Marion Sin-
clair's rhop and a fght hetween him and
McClogd was narrowly averted, Bmok
MeCloud. prepared e e s

pre o fase t tuation.
President Bucks notified Smith that he
had work absad,  McClood worked for

dayn and finally mpt the division running
in mﬂma er.
sle et his

He overheard Dick-
methods, to Maren
Pincinir,

CHAPTER IX.
Sweeping Ordera.

The barning of Smoky Creek bridge
was bardly off the minds of the moun-

Uug detalls trom McCloud of the Sagar
Buttes robbery when the superinten-
dent sent hlm the news of the killing
of Van Horn and the deputy. In the
answer that Bucks sent came & name
uew to the wires of the mountaln di-
vision and rarely seon even In special
correspondence, bt Hughie Morrison,
who took ‘b¢ message, never forgot
that name Hughle handed the mes-
fage to McCloud and stood by while
the suyerintendent read:

Whispering Smith ts doe in Cheyenne
to-mocrow. Mee! him al the Wickiup
Suntay morning: he hus full Rutkbority.
I bmve told him to et thene fallows. if 1t

| takes all the mopey In the treasury, and

not 1o stop tll he cleans them out of the

Bocky Mountalns, I & B

CHAPTER X.

At the Three Horses,

“Clean them out of the Rocky moun
tains; that is a pretty good contract,”
mused the man {n McCloud's office on
Sunday morning. He sat opposite Me-
Cloud In Bucks' old easy chair and
beld In his hand Bucks' telegram. As
he spoke be ralsed his eyebrows and
settled back, but the unusual depth of
the chair and the shortness of his legs
left hig chin helpless in his black tie,

ol moh whit 2 er“lmﬂw“olhnbewurullynobeluro!u-

ent sort befell the divislon. In the
Rat valley caat of Sleepy Cat the main
line springs between two ranges of
hbills with a dip and & long supported
grade in each direction. At the point
of the dip there Is a switch from
which & spur runs to & granite quATTY,
The track for two miles s straight
and the switch-target and lights are
soen easily from elther direction save
at one particular moment of the day
~—a, moment which Iz In the valley

. mefther quite day nor quite night.

Down this grade, a few weeks alter
the S8moky Creek fire, came s double
headed stock traln from the Short
Lies with 40 csrs of steers. The
switch stood open; this much was
afterward abundantly proved. The
traln came down the grade very fast
to gain spead for the hill shend of IL
The head englnaman, too Inte, saw the
open target, He applled the emergency
alr, threw his engine over, and whis-
tled the alarm. The mightiest efarts
of & dozen engines would bave been
powerless (o check the heavy traln,
On the quarry track stood thres flat
carg loaded with granite blocks for the
abutment of the new Bmoky Creek
bridge. On a sanded tenck, rolling at
$0 miles an hour and sereaming fn the
clutches of the hurning brakes, the
heavy engines struck the switch lke
&n avalanche, reared upon the granite.
laden fiats, and with 40 loads of cattle
plunged into the canyon below: not a
car remained on the ralls. Tho head
brakeman, ridiog in the second cab,
was lgstantly killed, and ihe engine
erews, who jumped, were badly hurt.

Tho whole operating depariment of
the road was stirred. What made the
aflalr more dreadful was that it had
occurred on the time of Number Six,
the east-bound passenger train, held
that morning at Sleepy Cat by an en-
gfne fallure. Glover came to look into
the matter. The testimony of all
fended to one comclusion—that the
Quarry switch had been thrown at
some time between 4:30 and 5 o'clock
that morning. Inferences were many:
Tramps during the early summer had
besn wousually troublesome and many
of them had been rigorously handled
by trainmen; robbery might have been
& motive, as the express cars on traln
Number 8fx carried heavy specle ship-
ments from the coast

A third and more exciting svent soon
put the quarry wreck into the back
sround. Ten days afterward an east-
bound passenger traln was flagged In
the night at Sugar Buttes, 12 miles
west of Sleepy Cat. When the heavy
traln slowed up, two men boarded the
engine and with pistols compalled the
eugineman to cut off the express cars
sod pall them to the waterdank s
mile east of the station. Three men
there In walting forced the express
car, blew open the safe. and the gang
rode away ball an hour Inter loaded
with gold coln and currency.

Had a stick of dyoamite besn ex.!

loded under the Wickiup there could
ot have beem more excitsment at
Bend. Withln three hours
news reached *he town a
Bherlf Van Horn, with a
horseflesh and 14 guns,
Bugar Buttes. The
led north and the pursuers rode
They crossed
rode single fle into a
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cept that he had changed one position
of discomfort for another.

A clerk opened the outer office door.
"Mr. Danclug asks If he can see you,
Mr, MeCloud.”

“Tell him I am busy.”

Bill Dancing, close on the clerk’s
beels, spoke for himself. “I know It
Mr, McCloud, 1 know it1" be inter-
posed, urgently, “but let me speak to
you just a moment.” Hat In band, Bill,
because no one would knock him down
to keep him out, pushed Into the room.
“I've got a plan,” he urged, “In re-
gards to getting these hold-ups.”

“How are you, Bill? exclaimed the
man in the easy chair, jumping hastily
to his feet and shaking Daneing's
band. Then quite as hastily he sat
down, erossed his knees violently,
stared at the glant lineman, and éx-
claimed: "Let's have it!"

Dancing looked at him in silence
and with some contempt. The train
master had broken In on the superin-
tendent for a moment and the two
were conlerring In an  undertone,
“What might your name be, mister™
growled Dancing, addressing with
some condescension the man in the
eagy chair,

The man waved his hand as if 1t
were Immaterial and answered with
A gingle word: “Forgotten!"

“How's that?™

“Forgotten!"

Dancing looked from one man to
the other, but McCloud appeared pre-
occupled and his visitor seemed whol-
Iy serfous. *“1 don't want to take too
much on myself—" Bill began, speak-
Ing to McCloud.

“You look ag if you conld carry a
falrsized load, Willlam, provided it
bore the right label"” suggested the
visitor, entirely amisble,

“—But nobody has felt worse over
this thing and recent things—"

“Recent things,” echoed the easy
chalr,

“—happening to the division than 1
have. Now I know there's been trou-
ble on the division—"

“1 think you are putting it too strong
there, BIll, bot let It pass™

“—there's been diferences; misug-
derstandiogs and differences. So 1
says to mysalf maybe something might
ba done to get everybody together and
bury the differences, like this: Mur
ray Sinclair Is In town; he feels bad
over this thing, like any rallroad man
would. He's a mountaln man, quick
as the quickest with a gun, a good
traller, rides like & Bend, and ecan
cateh & streak of sunshine traveling
on a pass. Why nol put him at the
bead of & party to run 'em down?

"Run ‘em down," nodded the
stranger.

“Differences such as be or may be—"

"May be—"

“Belng discussed when he brings
‘em In dead or allve, and mot before,
That's what I sald to Murray Sinclalr,
and Murray Sinclalr ls ready for to
take hold this minute and do what be
can If he's asked [ told him plain
I could promise no promises; that, I
8ays, lays with George MeCloud. Was
I right, was I wrong? If | was wrong,
right me; if T was right, say go. All
I want {s harmony”

The new man nodded approval
“Bully, BIl!™ he exclaimed, heartily,

“Mister,” protested the lineman,
with simple dignity, “T'd just a little
rather you wouldn't bully me nor Bill
me.”

“Al fn good part, Bill, as you sball
#8¢; all In good part. Now befors My,
MeCloud gives you his decision I want
to be allowed a word. Your idea looks
good to me. At first T may say it
dido't. 1 am candid; I say It didn't.
It looked like setting a dog to catch
his owa tail. Mind you, T don't say
It oan't bo done. A dog can cateh his
own tall; they do do IL" proclaimed
the stranger in a low and emphatic
undertone. “But," he added, moderat.
ing his uttarance, “when they suc-
ceed—who gets anything out of it but
the dog™ Bill Dancing, somewhat
clouded and not deeming it well to be
drawn Into any damaging admlssions,
looked around for a clgar, and not see-
Ing ooe, locked solemaly at the new

illl =
Y=

“Fogarty, Helll” Hes Exclaimed

Solomon and stroked his beard. “That
Is how It looked to me at first,” con-
cluded the orator; “but, I say now It
looks good to me, and as & stranger
I may say I favor 1.

Danclng tried to look unconcerned
and seemed disposed to be friendly.
“What might be your llue of busi
nesa ™

“Heal estate. T am from Chicago. 1
sold everything that was for sale In
Chieago and came here to stake out

tha Spanish Sinks and the Great Salt | might be your bubnesa?

lnke—yes. It's drying up and there's

enemies and the whitest to his friends
—eh, Harvey?

Harvey scemed uncommunicative.
Studying his band, he asked In a sour
way whether It was a Jjackpot, mnd
upon belng told that It was not, pushed
forward some chips snd looked stu-
pidly up—though Harvey was by no
means stupld. “Proud to know you,
sir,” sald Blll, bending frankly as he
put out his hand. “Proud to know any
friend of Murray Sinelalt’s, What

Aguln Du Sang appeared abstracted.

an Immensa opportunity for eclalms | He looked up at the glant llneman,

giong the shore.
Into Jt."

"Into the clalms or into the lake?™
asked McClond.

“Into both; and, Mr. MeClyud, 1
want to say 1 favor Mr. Dancing's
Idea, that's all. Right wrongs no
man. Let Bill see Sinclair and see
what they can figure out” And hay-
Ing spoken, the stranger sank back
and tried to look comfortable,

Tl talk with you later about It
BIL" said MeCloud, briefly.

"Meantime, BIll, see Binclulr and re-
port” suggested the strangwr,

I've been looking

“It's a8 good as done,” announced
Dancing, taking up his hat, “and, Mr.
MeCloud, might I have a little advance
for clgars and things?*

“Clgars and ammunition—aof course.
Ses Sykes, Willlam, see Sykes; If the
offiee {8 closed go o his house—and
ses what will happen to you—" added
the visitor in an aslde, “and tell him
to telephone up to Mr. MeCloud for In-
siruction,” he concluded, unceremon-
lously.

“Now why do you want to start Bill
on a fool business like that?™ asked
MeCloud, as Bill Dancing took long
steps from the room toward the office
of Sykes, the cashler.

“He didn't know me today, but he
will tomorrow,” sald the stranger, re-
flectively. "“Gods, what I've seen that

man go through ln the days of the|

giants! Why, George, this will keep
the boys talking, and they have to do
something. Spend the money; the
company Is making It too fast any-
way; they moved 22,000 cars one day
last week. Personally I'm glad to have
a little fun out of It; it will be hell
pure and undefiled long before we get
through, This will be an easy way
of letting Binclair know I am there.
Bill will report me confideatially to
him ss & suspiclous personage.”

To the astonishment of Sykes, the
superintendent confirmed over the tel-
ephone Dancing's statemgnt that be
was (o draw some expense money. Bill
asked for §25. Sykes offered him two,
and Bill with some Indignation ae-
cepted five. He spent aull of this in
trying to find Sinclalr, and on the
strength of his story to the boys bor-
rowed five dollars more to prosecute
the search. Al ten o'clock that might
be ran into Sinelair playing eards in
the big rooms above the Thres Horses.

The Three Horses stlll rears ts
hospifable twostory front In Fort
street, the only one of the Medicine
Bend gambling houses that goes back
to the daya of '67; and it is the boast
of its owners that since the key was
thrown sway, 39 years ago, its doors
bave never been closed, night or day,
except once for two hours during the
funeral of Dave Hawk. Bill Dancing
drew Stoclair from his game and told
him of the talk with McCloud, togch-
ing It up with natural enthusiagm, The
bridgeman took the news In high
good humor and slapped Daneing on
the back. “Did you ses him alone,
BI™ asked Sinclalr, with interest
“Come over here, come along. | want
you to meat a good friend. Here, Har-
vey, shake bands with Bill Danelng
Bill, this Is old Harvey Dy
meanest mas in the mountalns to his

—

who, In spite of his own size and
strength, could have erushed him be-
tween his fngers, and hitched his
chulr a little, bul got no further to-
ward an answer and pald no attention
whatever to Bill's extended hand.

“Cow business, Bill" interposad Sin-
clair.  “Where? Why, up near the
park, Bill, up near the park. Bill is an
old friend of mine, Harvey, Shake
bands with George Seagrue, Bill, and
you know Henry Karg—and old Stormy
Gorman—well, 1 guess you know him,
100" exclaimed Sinclalr, Introdacing
the other players. “Look bers a min-
ute, Harvey.*

Harvey, much against his inclina-
tion, was drawn (rom the table and re-
tired with Sinclair and Danelog to an
empty corner, where Dancing told his
story agaln, At the conclusion of it
Harvey rather enorted. Sinelalr
asked questions, “Waa anybody else
there when you saw McCloud, Bill T

“One man,” answered Bill, impres-
glvely,

*Whot"

“A stranger to me.”

“A stranger? What did be look
ke

“Slender man and kind of odd talk-
Ing, with a sandy mustache®

“Hear hls name?®™

“He told me his name, but It's
skipped me, | declare. He's kind of
derk-complected like.”

“Stranger, eh?™ mpsed Du Bang:
his eyes were wandering over the
room,

“Slender man," repeated BII, “but I
didn't take much notlce of him. Sald
he was In the real estate business.”

“In the real estate business? And
did he sit there while you talked this
over with the college guy?" muttered
Du Sang.

“He s all right, boys, and he sald
you'd know his name if I could speak
it," declared BIIL

“Look anything lke that man stand-
Ing with his hands in his pockets over
there by the wheel?™ asked Du SBang,
turning his back carefully on & new-
comer a8 he made the suggestion.

“Where—there? No! Yes, hold on,
that’s the man there now! Hold on,
now!" urged Bill, struggling with the
excilement of ten hours and ten dol-
lars 1o one day. “His pame sounded
like Fogarty.”

As Dancing spoke, Sinclalr's eyes
riveted on the new fsce at the other
side of the gambling room. “Fogarty,
bell!™ ho exclaimed, starting. “Stasd
right stll), Du Sang; doa't look around.
That men Is Whispering Smith."

—_—

CHAPTER X1,
Parley.

It was recalled one svening not long
2go ot the Wickiup that the affalr with
Sinelalr had all takea place within &
period of two years, and that practical
Iy all of the actors in the svent had
been together and in friendly relation
on & Thankugiving day at the Dunning
mchnmpnqlmbermuurqq-
ble began. Dicksie Dunning was away
at school at the time, and Lance Dun-
ning was celobrating with & riding and
shooting fest and a barbecua.

The whole country had been Invited.
Rucks was (n the mountains on an in-
spection trip, and Bill Dancing drove
him with & party of rallrond mea over
from Medicine Bend, The mountain
men for 160 miles around were oul.
Gene and Bob Johnson, from Oroville
and the Pesce river, had come with
thelr friends. From Willlama Cache
there was mol only a big delegation—
more of one than was really desirable
—bhut it was led by old John Rebstock
himself. When the Invitatign 1s gen-
oral, lines cannot be too closely drawn.
Not only was Lance Dunniog some
thing of a sport himself, but on th.o
Long Range It is part of & stockman's
creed to be on good terms with his
neighbors. At a Thanksgiving day bar
becue not even & mountaln sheriff
would ask questions,

Among the railroad people were
George McCloud, Anderson, the assis
tant superintendent, Farrell Kennedy,
chief of the special service, and his
right-hand man, Bob Beott. In espe-
clal, Sinclair's presence st the barbe-
cue wag recalled. He had some cronles
with him from among hls up-country
following, and was Introducing hls
new bridge foreman, Karg, afterward
known as Fiat Nose, and George Sea-
grus, the Montana cowboy. Sinclalr
fraternized that day with the Willlams
Cache men, and it was remarked even
then that though & railroad man he sp-
peared somewhat outside the raliroad
cirele. When the shooting matches
were announced a brown-eyed rallroad
man was asked lo enter. He bad boen
out of the mountains for some time
and was & comparative stranger
in the pgathering, but the Wil
llams Cache men hsd pot for
gotten him; Rebstock, especially,
wanted to see him shoot. "While much
of the Ume out of the mountains on
railrond business, he was known to be
closely In Bucks' counseln, and as to
the mountsins themselves, e was re-
puted 1o know them better than Bucks
or Clover himself knew them. This
was Whispering Smith; but, beyond
& lowwoleed greeting or an expression
of surprise at mecting an old me-
quaintance, he avolded talk. When
urged to shoot he resizted all persua-
slon and backed wp his refusal by
showing & bruise on his trigger fnger.
He declined even to act as judge in

the contest, suggesting the sherl®, Ed
Banks, for that office.

McCloud did not meet the host,
Lance Dunning, that day nor since the
day of the barbecus had Du Bang or
Sinclair seen Whispering Smith untfl
the might Du Sang spotted him near
the wheel in the Three Horses, Du
Sang at -once drew out of his game
and left the room. Sinclair in the
meantime had undertaken a quarrel-
soms juterview with Whispering
Smith, :

“I sppposed you knew I was bere,”
sald Smith to him, amiably.  *Of
course | don't travel in & private car
or carry & billboard on my back, but I
baven't been hiding”

“The Jast time we talked,” returned

Sinclalr, measuring words carefully,¥ |*

“you were gulng to stay out of the
mountalns.™

“1 should have been glad to, Murray.
Affairs are In such shape on the At
vislon now that somebody bad to
come, S0 they sent for me ™

The two men were sitting at a table,
Whispering Smith was cutting and
lelsurely mixing 2 pack of cards,

“Well, so far as I'm concerned, I'm
out of 11" Sinclair went on after a
pause, “but, howsver that muy be, It
you're back here looking for trouble
there's no remson, I guess, why you
can't find L

"That's not it. I'm not here looking
for trouble; I'm here to fix this thing
up. What do you want?™

"Not a thing."

"I'm willlng to do anything falr and
right,” declarad Whispering Smith,
ralsing his volee a little above (he
bum of the rooms.

“Falr and right is an old song.”

“And & gopd one to sing In this
country just now, Tl do anything |
can o adjust any grievance, Murray.
What do you want?

Sinclalr for a moment was silent.
and his answer made plain his unwill-
Ingness to speak at all. “There never
would have been a grievance if I'd
been treated like & white man* Hls
eyes bhummed wullenly. *T've been
treated like a dog”

“That Ig not It."

“That g It," declared Sinclair, sav-
sgely, “and they'll find it's L

“Murray, I want to say cnly thjs—
only this to make things clear, Bucks
feels that he's been treated worse than
a dog.”

“Then let him put me back where
I belong.”

“It's & littie late for that, Murray: &
lttle Jate,” maid Smith, gently.
"Shouldn’t you rather take good
money and get off the division? Mind
you, 1 say good money, Murray—and
peace.”

Sinclalr answered without the slight.
eal healtatlon: “Not while that man
McClowd s here”

Whispering Smith smiled. “I've got
no authority to kill MeCloud”

“There are plenty of mea in the
mountaing that don't need any.”

"But let's start falr urged Whis
pering Smith, softly. He leaned for
ward with one finger extended in con

ng, but

killing here for six momths We willl " |
make just that memorspdum om Me- .

Cloud. Now abou the maln question.
Every sensible man n the world Wants,
something.” . H
"l know men that have beea guing
A loog tme without what ghey
wanted."
Smith fiushed and nodded

Murray. This is a big country. Them's
& World's Falr running somewhere all
the time In it Why got travel & li-
tle? What do you want?™ [

“l wint my job, or | want a pew
superintendent here

“Just exactly the two things, and,
by beavens! the only two, I ean't man-

age. Come once more and I'0 meet
mn

"No!™ Bluclalr rose to his feel “No
—damn your money! This 18 my
bome. The high country is my evuns
try; It's whave my friends are® y

“It's filled with your friends; I know;
that. But don't put your trust {n your'
frisnds. They will stay by you, &
know; but pnee In & long while there
will be a false frisnd, Murray, one thaw
will sell you—remember that™

800 to win out in the way you are play-
m‘n

“I will look out for my frisnds;
otkers—" Sinclair hitched his bait and
paused, but Whispering Smith, cutting
and running the cards, gave no heed.
His eyes were fived on the groea clath
under his fagers, “Others—" repeated
Sinclalr,

“Others?™ echoed Whispering Smilh,
good-naturediy, ’

“Muay lonk out for themsalyes,”

“Of course, of course! Well, If this
In the end of it, I'm sorry.”

“You-will be sorry If you mix o &
quarrel that 1s none of yours™

“Why, Murray, I never had & quan

rel with a man In my life”

“You are preuty smoolh, bt yom ..

can’t drive me out of this country. ¥

“Then Keep Away from Her!™

kmow how well you'd lke to do My
and, take notice, there's one trall you
can't cross even If you stay here I
suppose you understand that”

Smith felt his heart leap. Ha sat In
his chair turning the pack slowiy, but
with only one hand now; the other
band was free. Sinclair eyed himy
sidewise. Bmith molstened his lips
and when he replied spoke slowly:
“There is no need of dragging any ab
lusion to ber Into it. For that matter,
I told Bucks he should have sent any
man but me. If I'm in the way, Sine
slalr, If my presence here Is all thag
dands In the way, I'l go back and
stay back as before, snd sond amy
one else you like or Bucks likes. Are
you willing to say that I stand in the
way of a seltlement?”

Sinclalr sat down and put his
on the table. “No; your matter
mine 1s another afair. AN I want ’
tween yon and me [s falr and right*

Whispering Smith's eyes wers on

the cards. “You've always had it”
“Then keep nway from ber*
“Don't tell me what to do*
“Then don't tel] me .
“I'm not telling you, You will 8o

here, It Is in the eourse of dy busw
ness, -1 have my lving to earn und my
friends to protect. Don't dictate ta
me, because it would be of no uge” 3
(TO BB CONTINURLY
—
Fire thousand guests at ome (b
vere registerad on the nmew hettle
ihip Mississippl at New Orleans ung
u.bmhlpwunowvmmgk, The
xperts who wete predicting thal the -
g wpe of battleship weuly #0 out

of world faver sre busing badyy
wpralned imsginations. _

“You
needn't have paid that, but no matter, .
Every sensible man wants something, .
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